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One can realise how oranges and bananas must feel when
being embarked at a port. However, a warm welcome
awaits one at the top, in M. Arturo Lopez's wonderful
Berghaus. One can justly say "wonderful/' for although
the outside may be nothing much to look at, I will
almost wager that this house commands as fine a view
as any private house in Europe.
The inside is built of plain Austrian wood, while there
is electric lighting, central heating, plenty of bathrooms,
a sun-parlour, and a complete Tyrolean staff. The house
had first to be built in the valley below, and was then
taken up bit by bit and rebuilt on top of the mountain.
Here there are big luncheon parties every day, and the
expert ski-ers then go down the difficult runs into the
valley below. The Lopez family have now built a second
similar house in the valley. The position of the Berg-
haus rather knocks on the head night operations in the
town, as the last funicular goes at about 7.30 p.m. and
a "special" costs wads of schillings.
M. Arturo Lopez's cousin, Eugenio, is one of the
finest ski-ers in the neighbourhood: for two seasons we
have been wondering when he will announce his engage-
ment to Miss "Bunny" Wynne, that lovely English girl
with hair the colour of new cider. One might as well
try to prove Laplace's equation in spherical harmonics
as interpret the minds of modern young couples.
When ski-ing is finished for the day there is a general
move for tea and dancing to two caf6s, the Reich and
the Goldene Gams, about fifty yards away from each
other in the main (and almost only) street.
It was outside the Reich that I saw arriving the two
figures of Mr. "Ruby" Holland Martin and Captain
Robert Jenkinson, rather resembling drowned mice, but

